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Author's Notes: 

Its been a hot minute since I've been on a true AC/DC hyperfixation, but as I've been easing into a fixation for 
The Who over the last few months and outlining possible, future one-shots, | saw this prompt, lightbulbs 
switched on everywhere. Of the two main, potential ideas | had, my brain pushed the subtle angst route, after 
some events last month. | may leave this idea open to continuation, either by another chapter, or maybe a 
prequel story, if it should pan out better that way, as there are a few ways | could have extended the action 
of this story, if time were more of a friend. Either way, | was thrilled to be able to write a short 
study/banter, and explore a parallel I've noticed between AC/DC and The Who, and for inspiration to play with 
AC/DC again. | wish the recipient a very merry Ficmas! 


"Oi, mate." John felt a nudge at his shoulder as Bon came up beside him, along the far end of the pub counter. 


"What's happenin’? You're not the wild child some of us are, but you're not this quiet, eh? Especially not in 
some place like here -l'd expect you would outdo Cliff” 


Bon's voice was soft, and warm in tone, and he wore a playful, inviting grin as he looked between John, and the 


impromptu party going down in the pub between their band mates. Both were enough to mask his implied 


concern, but not enough to keep John from recognizing what it hid. 


Not enough to keep from knowing it was justified, either. He had internally startled at the sudden contact, 
which was far gentler than the outright tackles he'd occasionally received out of nowhere, yet had never so 
much as flinched. 


"Oh, he is?" John managed a half-hearted grin toward Bon. "| guess you've come to tell me I'm letting my 


private reputation slip." 


John had zoned out, watching from afar as Pete and Angus were in a strong, emphatic debate about smashing 
guitars and solo work, which stuck out as some of the greatest differences between the two guitarists, aside 
from their height whenever they met up and fooled around backstage or in a studio, bouncing off the walls of 


whatever dressing room or lounge they found themselves together in. 


Despite their strong, opposing opinions and behaviors, neither ever seemed inclined to become violent whenever 
clashing subjects came up, across all the times they'd crossed paths over the years. Still, John always felt it 
was his duty to watch from afar, to step in if necessary. Doubly so in a public setting, where some nosy 
passerby might have the nerve to step in where they didn't belong and turn harmless arguing into a heated 


battle. 


Indeed, Cliff also kept watch from the opposite far end of the pub. The other quiet bass player, who typically 
was less far into the wild party lifestyle than John, showed more signs of life tonight, occasionally breaking his 
gaze as he shared drinks and laughed along with Phil. 


With Phil. His drummer. 


Oh 


Therein lay the unspoken, yet easily implied reason behind the occasion for meeting up and going out to the 
pub together for the night. Typically, such times involved the chance of being near the same town on their 


own, respective tour schedules, and taking advantage of it. 


It wasn't anything planned in advance, like this time, when Bon and Cliff had called John and Pete up, a week in 
anticipation of being in London. What was ‘just for the fun of itt was undoubtedly intended to provide support 
and encouragement. Further proved by the faint, empathetic gazes in Cliff, Malcolm, and Angus’ eyes. 
Mercifully, none of them acted or made any show of pity, but it was obvious enough none of them wanted to 


be dealing with what their friends were, and wished they could do anything to help out. 


Indeed, even a couple months later, with a more clear idea of how they hoped to proceed, planning future tour 


dates without Keith was a discouragingly difficult endeavor. 


Distraction did help, whenever friends were around, and there was a chance for everyone to get away from 


the dark cloud looming over them, which had taken over, following the immediate grief. John was happy enough 


to lose himself in the party every night on his own and forget about anything, aside from enjoying himself and 
having a good time with whoever he was with. 


Some nights, however, it just wasn't the same, and it was too difficult to imagine that it was. Especially when 


Keith had always enjoyed their parties with Bon and the Young brothers so much. 


‘Its alright if you're not feeling it," Bon assured, dragging out the open stool he'd stood before, and sitting 
down to John's right. "I can sit with ya, if you like. We can hang out and talk -don't have to do anything too 
crazy." He let out a self-deprecating chuckle, despite a fully amused grin. "To look back some years ago, some 
would say I'm not as wild Been tryin’ to clean myself up some, though some might say that's not much. Hell, | 
know it's not fucking much." 


"You start out that wild, | doubt you'll stop being wild for toning it down." John smirked, shaking his head at 
Bon's opposing descriptions, yet feeling somewhat grateful to not see him awkwardly tiptoeing around subjects 
for his benefit, before sneaking another, protective glance around the pub, and doing a double take when he 


could only locate one of his band mates. 


"Roger left." Bon assured, sprung a wide-eyed, shit-eating grin as he side-eyed Angus and Pete, then looked 
back to John, bugging his eyes for emphasis. "Yeah, you could say he wasn't too big a fan of watching those 
two have it out." 


lm glad he didn't get in on it," mused John, scoffing at the idea of having to worry about a random passerby, 
when he very well could have been peeling Roger and Pete apart from Angus, despite past warnings and 
settlements. 


"Malcolm proposed for them to sit back and have a drinking game while watching, for every time Pete says 
‘fuck’, and every time Angus cracks up and starts giggling over him getting heated," Bon continued. "Say, | don't 
think Roger wasn't too keen on Mal saying that either, yeah?" 


“There all gonna be fucking wasted at that." Thank GOODNESS Roger didnt lose it and haul off and deck him for 
that.. He forgets enough with men larger than him -unwisely so, even when he CAN take them. But Mals likely just 


as, if not more deceptive in strength than him.." 
“Sounds amazing, though." 


"What, you wanna?" Bon perked up, eyes wide, grinning with a painfully distant, familiar enthusiasm that John 
would have been hard pressed to outright refuse, even if he hadn't wanted some reason to have a good time, 


and someone to enjoy it with. 


"Go see if Mal's still interested in playing along." John sighed, but had more light in his eyes as he stood to 
follow Bon "How about we play along until we feel it start hitting us, if they keep going along? Then we can try 


shooting some darts and give them a game for how well we can keep it together?" 


Bon snickered, lighting up with glee at the thought. 
"Angus won't play, but Phil willl Come on, mate!" 


Bon had wild eyes. He was spastic, and he had a wild, almost nostalgic laugh as he teased Angus for breaking 
into laughter with Pete, between downing shots. He pointed and threw his head back with pure, contagious 
amusement at darts that went wildly off target, later in the evening, during the subsequent game between 
John and himself. Whether John was as amused, or catching it secondhand from Bon through some invisible, 
connecting force throughout the night, he wouldn't ever know. It was enough to make him wish in the moment 
that they were on tour in some hotel, so they could return to it and find out. Assuming they would even be 


together in the moment, under those circumstances. 


Yet, as the night finally began to settle down, with Cliff and Angus starting the slow, individual departures, 
faint strands of reality crept in with the distant rays of sunshine up on the horizon. 


Something had changed in Bon in the past year, if for his hinted, supposed efforts, or perhaps something else 
John would not see fit to dig for. 


He looked great, but on the edge of having it all catch up. Ready to have a whole decade of miles catch up to 
him, just as he'd slowed down by an inch. 


It was hard to imagine Bon as the aging type. Something about growing old just didn't suit him. It was difficult 
to even imagine, seeing how full of life he was. Staying with his massive energy, as he sang along on the cab 


ride to drop Pete and John back off at home, and even Pete looked tempted to nod off against John's shoulder 
on the other side. 


Laughing and clapping John on the shoulder as they said their goodbyes for the night, and nearly begging 


invitation for the future." 


"Hey, tell us if you wanna do it again next time we're near, yeah? Or when you get back out -we're game if 


you are!" 
"We'll be around" Slowly, but surely. "| believe we could give you lot a holler. Thank you, Bon" 


And | do hope there will be a next time, John thought to himself, thinking the words to himself he resisted to 


speak aloud, with the hope he was only being pessimistic. 


As foolish as it may be, or risky, because | know its only a matter of time before you'll break our hearts, too. 


